^ ^ S P E C I M E K, ts-,. 

VII. ^SUMMER evening, 

H OW fine hasrte day been > U 
bright was the Sun? ' r 
Ho^ ovely and joyful the conrle ,h S 

And Ae're follow’d fo„edroppi„g.„f 
But now the fair traveller’s come to tk 

bTftr ^ 

% m as he finks to hii 
And forteJs a bright rifing again. 

Juft fuch is the ChriJHan : his courfe he 
... ^ [for his fins, 

the Sun in a mift, while he mourns 
And melts into tears : then he breaks out 
and ihines, 

And travels his heav’niy way: 

But when becomes nearer tofinifh his race, 
Like a fine fetting Sun he looks richer in 
grace, . 

And gives a fure hope at the cndofhisdays 
Of rifing in brighter array. 
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ptahmtdalre permit it to 

for Children. 

,, CRADLE HVMN. 

H Holy angels guard thy bed . 

Heavenly bleffings without number 

Gendy falling on thy head. 

II. 

Sleep, my babe; thy food and raiment, 
^ HrafeLd home thy friends provide. 
All without thy care or payment, 

All thy wants are well fupply 

III. 

How much better thou’rt attended 
Than the Sen of God could be,' 

When from heaven he defeended. 

And became a child like thee., 


